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be over this autumn. Denmark had never had the same difficulty
about food, he said, because Denmark had stopped the export to Ger-
many at the beginning of the war.
July /j. Professor Masaryk is the centre of the Czech revolutionaries.
He is a professor at the London University. His daughter is im-
prisoned in Austria, and he has been condemned to death as a traitor
in his absence. All the American-Czechs obey him and are secretly
serving the Allies.
Some weeks ago, Zuber, a Czech engineer, naturalised Brazilian,
came through England with a mission to America, after having
seen Liebnecht in Berlin.
To-day, through inadvertence, a young woman on her way to
see me was arrested in Liverpool and locked up. I had an interview
with her and apologised for the mistake, but she stopped me laugh-
ingly and said, in a fine Yankee accent, " But I was very tired, and I
had a beautiful night's rest." She, too, went to Masaryk, the secret
of whose influence is that he is a philosopher, historian and man of
letters, with a -single-hearted desire for the good of his people. If
there was to be an election to-morrow, he would be President of
Bohemia by 98 votes to 2. He is an ugly man, with a harsh voice and
no graces of manner.
In America the Czechs are everywhere. One was employed even in
the Austrian Embassy, where he obtained valuable papers for us, and
they charge us nothing for their services.
July 17, I saw Ainsley, aged twenty-two, from the Flying Corps
outside Ypres, home on a week's leave. They are up two hours run-
ning at seventy miles an hour at twelve hundred feet. Their business
is to swoop down on German airmen who attempt to cross our
lines. They are alone and work their own machine guns, flying being
quite mechanical. They can always hear the whistle of a bullet, and
then they dodge. The sudden descent from twelve hundred feet to
nothing produces headache, earache, toothache and deafness, but it
goes oil in three hours. They feel no excitement or fear when up,
though the haunting fear of engine trouble is always present. Once
in the middle of the fight it crossed Ainsley's mind what a fine sight
this must be from below. Of the Ypres sector he said that, whereas at
Armentieres you could see the trenches, with an occasional shell hole,